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Summary: What if all the robins had lived? What if Dick Greyson 
hadn't been the only robin to have survive? What would his and Buce ' s 
lives have been like? This is my take on what the Wayne manor had 
been like if all the robins had lived & lived togeather under one 
roof. Ladys and gentlemen, let the chaos insue. *still useing Dicks 
name instead of Richard for my own sanity & athinif icat ion 


1 . Chapter 1 

**hey there heartbreakernin ja here,** 

**k yeah I know I said I was going to finish my exsisting stories 
before I started new ones but I've been on a batman kick (mostly 
robin) lately so I had to write this. (I blame my best budd who is 
obsessed with batman and the fact that its been batman 
month) ** 

**Any way this may become a dabbler haven't decided yet** 

**Anyway hope you enjoy let me know what ya think :)** 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 

><p>"POPCORN COMING THROUGH!" Came the yell of a 6 year old boy with 
jet black hair, as he barreled down the hall into the TV room. His 
Father had just enough time to duck and pull one of his teenage 
charges down with him when the 6 year old took a flying leap over the 
couch. He did a twist in mid flight to land gracefully on the couch 
in a seated position. In the process he spilled popcorn on the other 
occupants seated on either side of him. The child gave a sheepish, 
and slightly impish, grin towards his father as he turned to settle 
further into the couch to enjoy his popcorn. <p> 


His father could hardly be mad at the boy when it was one of his 



older charges that had taught the boy his little tricks. He gave a 
playful glare to the teen on the other side of the small child in 
between them. In response the teen gave a helpless shrug before 
taking a handful of popcorn for himself and turning back around 
towards the TV screen. 

"So what movie are we watching tonight?" The 6 year old asked as he 
pulled the hood to his one piece blue Batman symbol BJ's off his 
head. [A gift from Barbara as a joke.] 

"Don't know its Timmy's turn to pick one." The teen answered taking 
another handful of popcorn from the large bowl in the child's 
lap . 

"Don't worry it's a good one!" Came a loud call as 10 year old Tim, 
with equally jet black hair, came running through the room. He was 
about to pull the same stunt as the last boy before seeing the look 
coming from his guardian. He checked himself at the last minute and 
instead ran around the couch to skid in front of the TV. He had a DVD 
clutched in both his hands turn away from the others so they couldn't 
see which one he had. He had on green flannel PJ that looked to be a 
little big on him. It was a wonder he hadn't tripped when running 
into the room. 

"That's what you said the last time you picked one." All heads turned 
towards a blond female as she came into the room. Unlike the others 
she was fully dressed; wearing dark blue jeans and a purple hoodie. 
"Bruce I'm headed over to Barbara's; she said she'll help me with my 
English assignment. 

"Are you staying the night or are you coming back?" Her guardian, 
Bruce asked as he turned towards her. 

"Should be back later tonight just real late." 

"Ok just be careful Stephanie; you technically don't have your 
license so be careful when driving that cycle of yours." Bruce 
advised her. Stephanie smiled before waving and heading towards the 
door . 

"Don't worry I haven't been caught yet. Besides I have my costume in 
my bag. If I have to I can make a quick switch. Bye guys enjoy your 
movie; and Damian don't drink too much pop and Dick don't let him. Or 
else you will be the one to stay up all night with him this time." 
Stephanie warned before heading towards the door. The six year old, 
Damian stuck out his tongue while The Teen beside him rolled his 
eyes . 

"That wasn't my fault that was Jason's! He's the one who gave him the 
mountain dew before bed!" The teen, Dick, yelled to the girl from his 
place on the couch." 

"Whatever!" Came the reply before the front door could be heard 
shutting . 

"What am I being blamed for this time?" Came the tired voice of a 
broad shouldered teen, as he came through the open French doors that 
connected the TV room to a back patio. He wore a red t-shirt under 
his open blue hooded sweatshirt, evidence that he had been 
outside . 



"Oh the usual; you know allowing Damian to have whatever he wants 
when he gives you those sad puppy dog eyes. How was your walk?" Dick 
said with a grin. Jason rolled his eyes at the smaller teen before 
sitting beside Bruce. 

"It was fine. A little windy but fine; and last I checked you had the 
same problem. Only with you Damian, Tim, and Stephanie can do those 
sad puppy dog eyes and get away with whatever they want." Jason said 
with a smirk as Dick's grin turned into a pout. Bruce rolled his eyes 
with a small smirk at the antics of the kids under his care. 

"All right boys settle down no fighting during movie night. Ok Tim 
what movie are we watching tonight?" Bruce said semi-firmly before 
looking at the small boy still clutching his DVD case. The child 
grinned before flopping down on the end of the couch beside Jason. 
Using the controller he turned on the TV. The opening screen was his 
answer to his guardian's question. 

There was a resounding groan from both teens and his guardian while 
Damian gave a whoop of glee. 

"Timmy do we REALLY need to watch How To Train Your Dragon again?" 
Jason asked pleadingly. It wasn't like he had anything against the 
movie. It was a good movie; it was just that it was the go to movie 
that both Timmy and Damian went with when they couldn't think of 
another movie to watch. 

Tim just grinned and giggled as he settled in beside Jason before 
pushing play on the DVD player. Both teens rolled their eyes before 
settling in for the movie. 

Sometime later Alfred the faithful butler came in to see if 
everything was still good with his charges. What he saw made him 
chuckle . 

Bruce Wayne was in the center of the couch with the boys all around 
him. He had Dick curled against him with his right arm wrapped around 
the lanky teen. Dick had his feet pulled up against him and had his 
fingers wrapped tightly into Bruce's shirt as he snoozed away 
peacefully. For once he wasn't struggling with the nightmares that 
usually plagued him. 

Jason was on the other side of Bruce. He had his head tucked 
underneath Bruce's head, lying against his neck. Bruce's head was 
lying against Jason's head in return. A little bit of drool was 
hanging out of the teens open mouth as he too was snoozing 
away . 

Damian was lying across both Bruce's and Jason's lap with his hood up 
over his head. Jason had his right hand lying on top of the smaller 
boys head. The smaller boy, much to Alfred's amusement was nibbling 
on his knuckles in his sleep. 

On the opposite side of Jason was Tim. Bruce had his left arm around 
both Jason and Tim with his hand resting on Tim's small shoulder. Tim 
was curled into Jason's shoulder while clinging to the older boys 
left arm like an oversized teddy. A look of contented peace stretched 
on his small face. 



Coming around the couch Alfred could see that there was a blanket 
across Bruce's, Jason's and Tim's lap; but Damian was lying on top of 
it and Dick only had a small corner of it across his stomach. 
Chuckling Alfred grabbed a larger blanket to put behind them and a 
smaller one to put around Damian while he grabbed a third to put 
around Dick's small frame. 

Dick made a small whimpering sound when Alfred accidently touched his 
shoulder. He froze in place thinking the young teen was in the 
troughs of another nightmare. Before he could react though, Bruce 
pulled the boy closer to him effectively calming him back into a 
peaceful sleep. 

Alfred shook his head in amusement. He couldn't imagine life without 
the rowdy bunch that Bruce had adopted into the family. Each of them 
were unique in their own way and made life that much more 
interesting. None of the boys were related by blood, with Damian 
being the only blood relation to Bruce himself, but they acted and 
treated each other the way brothers would. Alfred couldn't think of 
what it would like if even one of them wasn't in their 
lives . 

Shaking his head again, Alfred turned off the TV before leaving the 
room; closing the patio doors on his way out. He was just about to 
head up the stair for bed himself when the front door opened. Turning 
back around he saw Stephanie come silently in, shutting the large 
doors quietly behind her. She seemed surprised to see Alfred. 

"Oh Alfred, sorry you surprised me. I figured everyone would be 
asleep by now." The blond teen said as she walked over to where the 
man stood. 

"It's quite alright Stephanie, The boys along with Master Wayne have 
seemed to have fallen asleep in the TV room and I was just about to 
retire for the night. Is there anything I can do for you before 
hand?" Alfred asked her politely. Stephanie smiled and shook her 
head . 

"No thanks Alfred, I'll just check on the boys before I head up to 
bed myself. I'm bushed." Stephanie said with a yawn; but Alfred saw 
the tinny spark of mischief in her eyes. 

"Whatever you have planned just make sure it does not wake them up. 

It will take forever to get young master Damian to go back to sleep 
if he wakes." Alfred warned as he headed up the stairs. 

"Don't worry, I won't. Night Alfred." Stephanie said as she quietly 
made her way into the TV room. Alfred rolled his eyes in amusement as 
he kept heading up the stairs. If she woke Damian up the she could 
deal with the wrath of Bruce herself. 

As soon as she got to the doorway she could already hear the soft 
snores coming from the sleeping occupants. Smiling to herself 
Stephanie pulled her camera out of her bag before setting the bag 
softly down to the ground. Turning the camera on, she came around the 
other side of the couch before quickly snapping a picture. The flash 
didn't even faze the sleeping group, just showing how relaxed they 
were. If it had been any other time 3 out 5 would have woken up into 
attack mode. Smiling to herself once again; Stephanie tiptoed out of 
the room, grabbing her bag on the way. She would wait till the 



morning to print the picture and add it to the family photo book she 
was working on. She would probably make a copy for Barbara as well. 
She would love to have it . 

She turned to watch the sleeping group before quietly slipping up the 
stairs to go to sleep herself. 


2 . Chapter 2 - Terrors of the Knight 
**Hey there heartbreakernin ja here,** 

** Had a bit of a lightbulb moment and was attacked by rabbid plot 
bunnies. This angsty/f luf f y piece is what came from that attack. I 
should say this now there are NO pairings in this dabblerish story. 
Any fluffy moments are family like fluff. Not romantic in any way 
shape or form. Also the charecters may come off a litte AU'ish. These 
robins personalities ( and batmans) are based if the all had lived, 
and so there personalities reflect that. So most of the charecters 
broodieness has been slightly eleninated. Also With Jasons 
background, I'm going with the one created in the batman cartoon 
created in the 90 's (you known, the good one) just so ya know 
: ) ** 

**Anyway hope you enjoy this next chapter. If you have any questions 
or comments or any ideas for the next dabble let ne know :)** 

**See ya in the next chapter,** 

* *heartbreakernin ja* * 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>It was a rare night. Batman had had the boys stay home that night 

and opted to just have Stephanie and Barbara out on patrol with him. 

When questioned by Dick, Bruce just said that Stephanie was lacking 
in areas of her training and he wanted her to get more one on one 
experience in training. Barbara was out with him only because he 
couldn't tell her to go home even if he wanted to.<p> 

Jason had shrugged saying he had midterms to study for anyway so a 
reprieve from patrol was fine with him. Tim was a little disappointed 
but got over it quickly when Bruce said he could play his video game 
for an extra hour and a half before bed that night. Damian was the 

one who was upset mostly because he had to go to bed if he wasn't out 

on patrol. Dick though was the one that Bruce was really worried 
about . 

All though he didn't show it, Dick wasn't really happy with the fact 
that he wasn't on patrol that night. Not because he wanted to be out 
there with Batman but because the idea of going to bed wasn't all 
that appealing. Bruce knew this, and it was one of the reasons he 
wanted the boys to stay home that night. He wasn't really worried 
about the fact that they were up late. No what he was really worried 
about was Dick not getting enough sleep. He was worried about Dick 
because of one specific reason. 


Dick had nightmares. 

And not just any old nightmares either. They were terrible gut 



wrenching terrors of the night that would have him waking up in a 
cold sweat, most times screaming in what sounded like complete agony. 
The problem was though that Bruce didn't know how to help him. Dick 
had been having them since he was 8 years old when Bruce had first 
taken him in. At first Bruce thought it was because of the death of 
his parents but when asked about them he said he'd had nightmares for 
as long as he could remember. When asked what they were about Dick 
would get quiet and shut down refusing to answer. 

Bruce had taken him too many top rated doctors and psychologist but 
none could help the boy. They all said that it stemmed from some kind 
of trauma in his past. At first they thought it was his parent's 
death but later realized it was something from further back and more 
deeply rooted. He was, at the time, only 8 years old. Whatever 
happened, it was strong enough to have left a deep and lasting scar 
on the child's psyche. 

Years later and they still hadn't found a solution to them. The only 
way to combat them seemed to be complete exhaustion. It he was to the 
point of collapsing he would sleep deeply enough that he wouldn't 
dream. Other than that they hadn't found a way to stop them. Dick was 
a high school sophomore now and still struggled with the nightmares. 
He had missed out on many overnight trips with friends and classmates 
because of the nightmares. During the day Dick acted fine and would 
ignore the fact if he had woken up screaming again and continued to 
act normally. 

It had scared Jason to death the first time he had stayed at the 
manor. Jason's room had been 2 doors down from Dicks with Bruce's 
being right beside Dicks just in case something happened. 

On Jason's 3 rd night at the manor Dick had had a particularly bad 
nightmare that had sent Bruce running to his side. Dick had been 
trashing and screaming in utter agony that night and it had been the 
worst that Bruce had ever seen it. Jason had also come running 
thinking that someone was hurting his new friend. Bruce had ignored 
the boy for the moment, concentrat ing instead on waking Dick the rest 
of the way up and then comforting him. Thankfully Alfred had arrived 
to take Jason back to his room to wait for Bruce to come explain what 
was wrong. It had taken him close to an hour to get Dick to calm down 
and go back to sleep. By then Jason had looked quite frightened. 

Bruce could still remember the look on the poor boys face. 

*flash back Jason's room* 

When Bruce had finally gotten Dick to fall asleep he was exhausted 
but he couldn't sleep yet; he had another child to talk to that 
night. He quietly made his way down to the room he had given to 
Jason. He knocked but didn't get a response. Not that he expected 
one. Jason rarely spoke; still not used to the idea that he was 
allowed to. 

Bruce opened the door slowly before sticking his head in to spot the 
child. Jason was sitting on the bed facing the door. He looked up 
when Bruce spoke . 

"May I come in?" A small nod was given as consent and Bruce quietly 
shut the door behind him before he came to sit beside the small boy. 
Bruce was still unused to expressing emotions to others and the like 
but having the children around was helping. He was learning and that 



was what mattered. He gave a sigh before he began. 


"I'm sorry that you had to see that, he hasn't had a nightmare that 
bad in a few months so I didn't think to warn you. I apologize for 
that." Bruce told the boy. Jason nodded while looking at his hands 
sitting in his lap. 

"We're not sure what is causing them other than something that 
happened before he came to live with me." At this admission Jason 
looked at Bruce in confusion. 

"Dick not your son?" Jason said in his still broken English. He was 
still learning how to use his own voice. Bruce shook his head with a 
sad smile. 

"No Dick came to live with me, much like you did. His parents had 
died when he was eight years old. I'll leave it up to Dick on what he 
wishes to share outside of that as it has to do with him." Jason 
nodded to Bruce's explanation; understanding that it was Dicks story 
to tell. But he still had a question. 

"Parent's death cause screams?" Jason asked trying to convey what he 
wanted to ask. Bruce shook his head. 

"Not in the full extent. The nightmares are from something rooted in 
his past before his parent's death. Though their death may now also 
be a part of them. Dick doesn't like to say what happens in his 
nightmares. I'm not sure as to why but he's never told anyone the 
reason for them. I wish he would though; maybe then I could find a 
way to help him to overcome them. Maybe then he could get a descent 
night's sleep." Bruce shook his head and sighed tiredly before 
standing to help Jason back into bed. 

"Sorry that you were woken up because of all this; but if you could 
try to not mention it too much in the morning; Dick, like I said, 
doesn't like speaking of it a whole lot. And again sorry you got 
woken up, try to get some more sleep." Bruce said rubbing his hand 
through the child's hair before leaving. He flipped the extra bright 
nightlight on as he walked towards the door. He then watched Jason 
snuggle down into the covers before shutting the door behind 
him . 

"How did he take it?" Bruce stopped to see Alfred waiting in the 
hall. Bruce shrugged. 

"I'm not entirely sure. He seemed to take it alright but it's hard to 
tell with his own emotional state. I guess we'll find out in the 
morning." Bruce said as he walked down the hall towards Dicks room; 
Alfred followed, worried about the child as well. 

Peeking into the room Bruce could see that the boy was indeed asleep 
once again. His face did not convey peace but at least it didn't seem 
to be a nightmare. Sighing tiredly once again Bruce closed the door 
to just a crack. Dick was slightly claustrophobic and didn't like his 
door shut even with his room being quite large. Turning around he 
faced the older man waiting worriedly behind him. 

"He's asleep. I don't think we'll have anymore nightmares tonight." 
Bruce said, answering the unasked question. Alfred nodded before 
putting a reassuring hand on the younger mans shoulder. 



"We will get through this. Maybe he will get better as he gets older 
and starts to forget. He's still young so maybe time will heal what 
it has damaged." Alfred said, trying to comfort his friend and 
employer. Bruce gave him a weak smile in return. 

"Thanks Alfred; I hope your right. It can't be doing him any good 
waking up like that. I can only imagine what is going on in that head 
of his." Bruce replied before both men bid the other good night 
before heading their separate ways. 

*end of flashback* 

Unfortunately nothing had ever helped and Dick was left to deal with 
the nightmares. Bruce tried to be there for him as much as possible 
but he couldn't be there all the time. At times like these when Dick 
was home alone or with the younger boys he worried that he would have 
a nightmare that was too much for him to handle on his own. 

As Dick had gotten older he had gotten better at keeping his screams 
to himself. He even taught himself to automatically turn into his 
pillow if he woke up suddenly. This way if he woke up screaming no 
one would know. That is until the next morning when loss of sleep was 
evident on his face. 

When Tim and then later Damian joined their ragtag family Bruce had 
spoken with both to let them know about the nightmares but not to 
mention them to Dick. He didn't want to worry them like what happened 
with Jason when he first started living with them. It wasn't till 
later that he realized that telling them not to mention it had caused 
them to be curious. More than once he had found either Damian or Tim 
outside Dick's door, peeking in to make sure their new big brother 
was alright . 

He really hated having to leave them all at home like this but 
Stephanie really did need more training and the boys needed sleep no 
matter how much they said they didn't. 

Bruce watched the boys from his spot by the bat computer. [He was 
waiting for Stephanie to arrive from an after school activity before 
heading out.] Jason was getting in some practice with the batarangs 
before he went up stairs to study for his midterms. Tim was busy 
trying to imitate Jason's moves but not doing quite as well. It was 
quite amusing to watch him try though. When he looked to see what 
Damian was up to he smiled warmly. Dick was standing behind Damian 
helping him with his form for his weapons practice. 

Damian had experience, even for such a young age, in the art of 
assassination. It was taking a lot of work to break those habits. 

When he had first arrived he had 90% accuracy for kill shots and 20% 
accuracy on nonfatal shots. Since retraining he now had 85% accuracy 
for kill shots and 79% accuracy for nonfatal shots. It was still a 
long way off but he was getting closer to having a better accuracy 
for nonfatal shots. [Being the number one prankster in the Wayne 
manor was also helping him on his nonfatal attacks surprisingly 
enough . ] 

He watched the two boys for a few moments longer before turning back 
to the bat computer. He was graphing out the patrol routes for that 
night since it was going to just be him and the girls out that night. 



He didn't want to tire them out to much or have them out all night so 
he was graphing out the patrol routes accordingly. 


The area with the largest police patrol he would only graze over 
leaving the cops to mostly take care of it. They would mostly focus 
on areas with businesses that criminals would think was easy 
pickings. They would also do a quick sweep over the residential area; 
not a long patrol but long enough to make sure it was all quiet. They 
would also do a wide sweep over the docks. There had been a lot of 
illegal activity there as of late and it wouldn't do to just graze 
over it. If they were lucky it would be a quiet night and they could 
work on some stealth drills. 

Stephanie's over all stealth needed work. It was ok for the more 
normal criminals but for ones like The Riddler and Mr. Freeze she 
would be in big trouble if they spotted her. Her acrobatics had 
greatly improved since joining the cheerleading squad and working 
with Dick in the bat-cave but still had room for improvement. Her 
weapons control was not as good as Jason's, Dicks, and Damian's but 
was pretty spot on when she was concentrat ing . What she really needed 
to work on was her hot headedness. She had a tendency to get ahead of 
herself and that would have to be worked on. 

A video feed came up for the camera set in the stair case for the 
secret entrance. It showed both Stephanie and Barbara coming down the 
stairs. Tuning away from the computer screen he saw that the boys had 
finished practicing and were heading towards the stairs 
themselves . 

"Dick before you leave, can I talk to you for a moment, and Jason let 
the girls know to head straight to the changing area before coming 
over please." Batman asked before the boys made it to the stairs. 

Dick stopped and started his way while Jason gave a mock salute 
before heading up the stairs with the two younger boys trailing 
behind . 

Batman waited for Dick to come to him; not wanting to speak loud 
enough for the others to hear. Dick sighed tiredly once he was 
standing before his adopted father. 

"What's up Bruce?" Dick asked; though having an inkling as to what 
was going to be said. Bruce sighed lowering his cowl before 
speaking . 

"Dick I need to know how you're feeling. I know the nightmares are 
still going on even though you hide them now. Don't worry I'm not mad 
just concerned. I'm not going to be around to night if they get to 
out of hand for you to handle. Usually when they are going to get 
extreme you know beforehand. So I want to make sure you are alright 
with this." Bruce asked his teenage charge with unrestrained worry in 
his eyes. Dick tried to look aloof and that he wasn't afraid of what 
he knew was to come. He wanted to tell Bruce no, that he didn't want 
him to go and leave him alone at the manor. Instead he pasted a fake 
smile on his face and shook his head. 

"Don't worry I'll be fine. It probably won't be that big a deal to 
night." Dick tried to reassure himself just as much as he tried to 
reassure Bruce. For his part Bruce didn't look totally convinced. He 
could see the slight traces of fear in Dick's always expressive 
eyes . 



The teen didn't realize it but his eyes made like an open book when 
he wasn't wearing his mask. All his emotions were plain to see in his 
eyes. Bruce wanted to say more but didn't want to push Dick. Aside 
from that the girls had finished changing into their respective 
costumes and were heading over to where he and Dick stood. Both put 
on smiles so not to worry the girls. Barbara didn't really know about 
his nightmares and he wanted to keep it that way. Stephanie knew a 
little but was in on that Dick didn't want it told to everyone. She 
had been there one night during a particular bad one and Dick felt 
bad for scaring the girl so bad back when she first started living 
with them. 

"Hey Dick, looks like you boys will miss all the fun tonight" 
Stephanie teased as she gave her impromptu big brother a small hug. 
Dick smiled trying to look sad about them leaving him behind. 

"Oh woe is me. How will I ever go on?" Dick said in a silly dramatic 
tone of voice as he pulled a dramatic pose of sadness making both 
girls to giggle at his silliness. Dick smiled and laughed along with 
the girls before he waved and headed for the stairs. 

"Have fun guys; don't cause Bats to much trouble." Dick said before 
he headed up the stairs. Bruce watched as the teen disappeared from 
view before turning back to the patiently awaiting girls before him. 
He gave them a small smile before pulling his cowl back over his eyes 
falling into his bat persona. 

"Alright you two lets head on out. We'll take the bat mobile out then 
head for the roof tops." The Batman said as he headed over to the 
driver's side of the bat mobile; the girls following him before they 
too go in on the passenger side. 

Dick watched the trio from the shadows of the stairs till the vehicle 
sped out of the cave leaving only the echo of its passing. Dick let 
out a sigh before heading back down the stairs. He knew if he went up 
to his room that he would eventually fall asleep and then the 
nightmares would come. He really wasn't looking forward to that. He 
didn't really feel like scaring his impromptu younger siblings half 
to death and have poor Alfred running to him just because he couldn't 
handle a few nightmares. 

Sighing to himself, Dick headed towards the Olympic grade gymnast 
bars that Bruce had installed back when Dick had been robin. They 
felt like a piece of the circus was still with him whenever he swung 

on them. Dick shook his head to rid himself of the memories that 

tired to surface before heading over to the bars. 

Dick lifted himself on the lowest bar twisting and holding himself up 
and just spinning around to warm up before flipping easily to the 
middle bar. There he again did a few simple twists and holding 
himself in place before again flipping easily to the third and 
highest bar. There he again went through the warm up of a few simple 
twists and holds before moving to more complicated moves he had 
perfected over the years as a crime fighter. 

To any on lookers it would look like he was almost flying with the 

way he would throw himself into the air, flipping elegantly before 

grapping the bar and spinning himself around to move along the bars 
once again. He continued this going faster and higher in the air. He 



let his mind wonder as he continued his fast pace. He thought about 
what had happened that day. His pace slowed slightly with the lack of 
concentrat ion on what he was doing. He tried not to think about what 
was to come that night. He hated how he was afraid of sleeping. He 
wasn't a child anymore and hated feeling like he was still that 
scared little boy that Bruce had taken in all those years ago. He 
didn't have any problem taking down criminals and had no fear to go 
running across roof tops and swinging up to higher buildings. And yet 
he was terrified at what awaited him within his own mind when he 
closed his eyes. 

Dick tossed himself high in the air in his agitation. Without really 

thinking he did mid air somersault but the timing was off and he 

wasn't in a good position when he came back towards the bar. A moment 
of panic came over when he missed the bar. Grasping out his hand he 
just managed to grab the bar with one hand jerking the muscles in his 
left arm painfully. 

Hissing from the pain, Dick raised his right arm up so that he was 
grasping the bar with both arms. His left throbbed painfully. Knowing 
he wouldn't be able to swing himself over he shimmied himself over to 

the pole to slide down to the ground. Looking over at his left arm he 

could tell he had dislocated his shoulder. 

Dick sighed. Alfred was not going to be happy with him. Berating 
himself for not paying better attention, Dick headed up the stairs to 
find Alfred. 

An hour and one lecture later, Dick wearily headed into his room. 

Like he thought, Alfred had not been happy that he had dislocated his 
shoulder out of nothing less than carelessness. Alfred never yelled 
but he might as well have. 

Sighing again Dick collapse awkwardly onto his bed. Now with his arm 
in a sling and shoulder wrapped for the next 2 days he was going to 
have nothing to exhaust himself with. 

"Oh joy this is going to be interesting." Dick mumbled into his 
comforter. Sighing once again Dick flipped over onto his back before 
hefting himself up. Looking at the clock he saw that it was 
10 : 30pm. 

"Well, might as well help get Damian and Tim to bed." Dick thought as 
he headed back out of his room and down the hall where the two 
youngest rooms were located. 

When Dick reached Damian's door he saw that they were both in there 
playing a board game. Dick cocked an eye brow at that. Though Tim 
playing a board game was not uncommon, Damian playing one and with 
Tim was. On top of that Bruce had said that they could play video 
games for an extra hour tonight. 

"Whatcha two up to?" Dick said surprising both boys. Both smiled when 
they saw it was Dick. 

"We're playing a game what's it look like?" Damian asked 
sarcast ically . Dick rolled his eyes. 


"I mean why are you playing a board game; Bruce said you could play 
video games till bed time. I thought you two would have taking 



advantage of that fact." Dick stated as he walked over to where the 
boys were located. Ironically the boys were playing clue. 

"We were trying to stay under the radar till Alfred went to bed. We 
thought that if we were playing a board game he wouldn't think to 
tell us to go to bed. Unfortunately, we didn't figure on you coming 
out of the cave as soon as you did." Tim stated to Dick; trying to 
skip around what they really wanted to say. [We thought you'd be up 
all night training so not to have to sleep] They didn't have to say 
it; Dick knew it to be true. If he hadn't been careless on the bars 
he would still be down there, gliding across the bars trying to 
forget what the real reason was to him not being upstairs in his 
room . 

Dick shook the reality of the reasons to the back of his mind and 
turned his attention to the two younger boys in front of him. He 
could clearly see the worry on their faces but tried to look like he 
didn't. Instead he put on a smile he didn't feel and bent down to 
their level. 

"Well lucky for you I did come up here so now you can get into bed." 
Dick said as the two boys groaned before beginning to clean up their 
game, much to Dick's surprise. 

Since they were in Damian's room he tucked in the smaller boy first 
before bidding him good night and shutting the door to just a crack. 
He then headed down two doors to Tim's room to get him ready for 
bed . 

He had just gotten the child tucked in and was about to head out of 
his room when a small voice called him back. 

"Dick?" 

"What's up Timmy-bird?" Dick asked the younger boy with concern. Tim 
hesitated as he twisted the comforter in his hands. 

"Are you- I mean will you- I uh mean- uh- are you ok?" Tim asked 
quietly after tripping over what he wanted to try and say. Dicks 
smile faltered before he looked a Tim with a small smile. 

"It's going to be alright Timmy-bird just get some sleep Kay?" Dick 
said as comfortingly as possible; trying to reassure the worried 
child. Tim nodded mutely as he watched Dick leave the room. 

Jason was in the hall waiting as soon as he shut the door. 

"Were you being trueful?" Jason asked as Dick turned back towards his 
own room. Jason jogged to keep up with Dick's long strides as he 
walked brisk fully back down the hall. 

"I don't know what you mean Jason; I just said everything is going to 
be alright." Dick said in an almost deadpanned tone of voice. Jason 
scrawled at the other teen before a crease of worry lined his 
face . 

"Dick you aren't alone here; if you need me I can stay up with you. 

We can spar, or play a game, or watch TV, pig out on chips and 
cookies, or something till Bruce and the girls get back." Dick was 
almost taken aback by the worry and pleading in Jason's voice. Jason 



was the tough guy. He was the stronger one. He wasn't supposed to 
worry about Dick. Damian and Timmy sure but not Dick. 

Dick sighed before turning towards the other boy with a said smile 
that didn't reach his eyes. 

"Sometimes I wonder who the big brother is supposed to be." Jason 
rolled his eyes at the comment as he ruffled Dick's hair; getting a 
squawk of indication from the smaller teen. 

"It all depends on who needs it's the most I guess." Jason replied 
with a smirk at Dick tried to fix his hair back. 

"But seriously Greyson, if you need me, I'm here for you." Jason 
spook softly but with a firmness that showed his seriousness in the 
situation . 

Jason didn't like it when his family was in pain; and Dick had been 
in pain for a very long time. He hid it behind smiles and a can do 
carefree attitude but Jason always knew the truth. Dick was hurting 
and was scared and no one seemed to be able to figure out why. Not 
even Bruce had been able to figure out why. 

Almost every night for as long as he could remember since moving in 
with Bruce he could remember waking up to Dick's screams and sobs. 

Now that Dick was older he was able to hide it more but every once 
and a while Jason would wake up to hearing Dick sobbing in his room 
quietly. He would feel so helpless. Dick had never told any of them 
what was in his nightmares but Jason could tell that they were of the 
most terrifying sort. Something that not even the scarecrow could 
create . 

Jason shuddered at the thought. If scarecrow or even the Joker had 
ever found out about Dick's nightmares he wouldn't stand a chance . He 
just wished that the other teen would tell him or someone what was 
causing him so much pain. He was always such a mother hen with the 
rest of them. Always making sure they were alright and didn't need 
anything. So why couldn't he let one of them take care of him? 

Dick gave him another one of his sad smiles that didn't reach his 
eyes. It was like he knew exactly what Jason was thinking. 

"Like I said Jason; everything is going to be alright. Besides you 
have midterms to be studying for right?" Jason groaned at the 
reminder. He hated test of the school sorts. He'd take a fight with 
the Joker and his crowbar any day over having to sit and take a 
test . 

"Well if push comes to shove you could always help me study?" Jason 
said; now grasping at straws, anything that would keep Dick from 
having nightmares. 

Dick chuckled now it was his turn to ruffle Jason's hair. He had to 
reach a bit with Jason having had a growth spurt this past year and 
shooting passed him for the moment. Jason scowled at Dick before 
trying to fix his hair back. 

"Nah I think I'll go take a shower and then finish some homework. 
Besides knowing you you'll ace the test anyway." Dick said with a 
wave as he headed back towards his room. 



Ace, the families faithful German Shepherd, followed Dick into his 
bed room without the boy even noticing. 


Jason sighed and shook his head while he watched him go. There wasn't 
anything else he could do except keep an ear perked to anything 
sounding off while he study. Ace would alert them if anything big 
happened. There was no way he was going to sleep right way though. 
With another heavy sigh, Jason trudged back to his room next 
door . 

Since Tim had come to live at the manor Jason's room had been moved 
next door to Dick's since he was use to Dick's nightmares and 
wouldn't freak out as bad if he heard Dick's cries through the wall. 
That suited Jason just fine at the moment since it gave him a better 
chance to know if something was wrong. Even better was that his desk 
was against that wall. It looked like he was in for a long 
night . 

*Sometime after midnight* 

Having let his guard down after a few hours of not hearing anything 
from the room next door, Jason had fallen asleep at his desk. He 
hadn't meant to fall asleep but Algebra was a boring subject. So 
there he was sound asleep on his text book. It wasn't a wonder he 
didn't hear anything when it first started. 

It started out quiet; just a few small restless movements and unhappy 
grunts from the occupant next door. It was so subtle, that the noise 
didn't even register to Ace the guard dog; who just happen to be 
sleeping in Dick's room that night. It wasn't till Dick knocked the 
book, that he had been reading before he fell asleep, to the floor 
did Ace take any notice. There was a reason Ace usually slept in 
either Dicks, or Bruce's bedrooms. He usually heard Dicks distress 
first . 

Acting on training as a guard dog and on his PTSD training [Bruce's 
idea], Ace walked over to Dick's bed and nudged Dicks hand. When he 
didn't get any response he placed his front paws on the bed before 
nudging Dicks shoulder and head. Dick remained unresponsive and 
continued to moan and whimper in his sleep. Ace not being deterred 
Leaped lightly onto the bed and began licking Dick's face; trying to 
wake the young teen up. Still Dick didn't not respond. This was not 
unusual for Ace. If Dicks nightmares where anywhere near their worst 
it took a lot to wake him up. Ace then began to tug at Dick's sleeve. 
This seemed to only agitate the boy more. 

Ace wined in distress. He had one more piece of training to use but 
even as a dog he knew to use it as a last resort as it would most 
likely alert everyone else to what was accruing. Ace got back off the 
Bed and began to bark trying to awaken his charge. His barks were 
tinged with wines as he was distressed by the lack of response from 
the boy he was trying to wake. The boy was now to the point of 
thrashing and was getting to the point of crying out. This only made 
Ace bark and wine louder trying to either wake the teen or someone 
else for help. 

It wasn't until Ace started to bark that Jason woke with a start. His 
training with The Batman had him at full alert, ceasing even to 
breath while he listen to the quiet around him. Quiet that was 



interrupted by the sound of Ace's distressed Barks. Jason was on his 
feet instantly and out the door the next. He wasn't the only one as 
both the younger boys were coming out of theirs as well. Jason waved 
them back. 

"Stay in your room's guys; everything's fine." Jason said as he 
turned back towards Dick's door. Jason began berating himself for not 
staying awake like he was supposed to. Not even hesitating he pulled 
the door open before heading into the room. He then hesitated as he 
took in the scene before him. 

Dick was thrashing like mad, his face scrunched in fear and pain as 
he tried to fight off an enemy only he could see. Ace continued to 
wine and bark even after Jason had entered the room. It wasn't till 
Dick let out an agonized cry before Jason snapped out of his trance 
and sprinted over to the bed. Going by past experience, Jason 
straddled the distressed teen before grabbing at his wrists. This was 
difficult as he didn't have Bruce's extra strength or build. Jason 
and Dick's Body types may have been different but there strengths 
levels were about the same. This was making it difficult to restrain 
the distraught teen as he continued to thrash, unaware of what was 
really going on. 

"Come on Dickey." Jason said with a grunt as he continued to try and 
restrain the boy. "You got to wake up! Come on Greyson! DICK!" Jason 
continued to yell trying to be heard over Dicks now agonized 
screams . 

To say the least, Jason was terrified. He hadn't seen Dick in a 
nightmare this bad since they were kids. There were tears running 
down the smaller teens face as he continued to cry out. Dick 
continued to try and restrain him while at the same time trying to 
wake him up. He tried to remember how Bruce usually did it but the 
chaos that was Dick's room at the moment was not helping. 

Finally he gave up on trying restraining his wrist and instead 
grabbed him in a massive bear hug; pinning Dick's arms to his sides 
while turning the teen into his lap. He continued to hug the teen to 
him while trying to wake him up. 

Ace, wanting to help as well, ceased his barking but continued to 
wine as he jumped onto the bed and started to lick Dick's hands and 
face. The combination of Ace's wines and licks along with Jason's 
voice seemed to wake the teen up with a choked cry. Ace backed off 
but continued to wine as Dick finally woke up. Ace knew how Dick 
could be easily startled after a nightmare. 

Jason tensed slightly as Dick began to thrash. He was awake but not 
enough to know that Jason was who had him and not some unseen 
enemy . 

"Shhh Dickey-Bird; Shhh, it's ok, you're ok. Everything's fine. I'm 
here, I got you, Shhh." Jason said in Dick's ear calmly as he began 
to rock the frightened teen. As soon as he heard Jason's voice, Dick 
ceased his struggles. He just stopped and listened to Jason's voice 
as his heart continued to pound in his chest and he struggled to 
regain is breath. 


It was only a dream. Just another horrible dream. 



And just like that, it was like a switch. Dick turned and clung to 
Jason like a life line as sobs wracked his slight frame. Jason 
continued to rock to teen and allowed him to cry. He made soothing 
sounds and murmured comforting nonsense as he continued to rock and 
rub soothing circles across the others back. He didn't care if Dick 
was almost the same age as him. He didn't care that he was almost the 
same height and weight. Dick was his brother. Maybe not in blood but 
his brother still; and at that moment his brother needed him and he 
was going to be there for him. For as long as Dick needed he was 
there . 

Turning his head slightly as he continued soothing the distraught 
teen Jason noticed Tim and Damian peeking around the corners with 
worry etched into their faces. Jason gave them the "everything's 
clear" signal with his free hand; never stopping his calming motions. 
Tim and Damian both nodded as they left back for their rooms. They 
knew Dick would not want an audience. 

Soon Dick had calmed down enough that he eventually cried himself 
back to sleep. This didn't bother Jason as it was what usually 
happened. Whenever Bruce would come to wake him from a nightmare Dick 
would usually tire himself out to the point that he would fall asleep 
in his guardian's arms. Jason continued to rock the now unconscious 
teen as his grip on his shirt lessened. Jason carefully pulled 
himself along with Dick so that he was leaning against the head board 
as he continued to rock the sleeping teen. Alfred chose that time to 
come into the room. 

"How's he doing?" Alfred asked quietly; worry tinting his voice, as 
he came to sit on the side of the bed. Jason sighed before 
answering . 

"He cried himself to sleep again. It must have been a pretty bad one 
with the way he was fighting me and thrashing around. It didn't even 
faze him when Ace was barking like mad." Jason said as he indicated 
towards the German shepherd who was sitting once again on the floor 
with his head lying on the bed. Alfred scratched behind the ears of 
the dog affectionately before sighing. 

"Master Bruce was hoping that with Ace's training as a PTSD Dog that 
he would be able to help." Alfred said as he turned back to the 
teens. Jason nodded in understanding. 

"For the most part Ace's training does help. I know for a fact that 
he is able to wake Dick up when the nightmares aren't at their worse 
and when they are bad he's able to alert the rest of us that 
something is wrong. No matter if Ace is in Dick's room or Bruce's, 
he's usually the first to hear when Dick starts getting restless." 
Jason answered in defense of the faithful hound whose tail was 
wagging from hearing his name being used multiple times. For a guard 
dog he sure likes attention. 

Dick stirred in his sleep causing both Alfred and Jason to still. 
Thankfully he only snuggled further into Jason's shoulder and 
continued to snooze peacefully. Both Jason and Alfred let out the 
breath they didn't know they were holding in relief. It wouldn't be 
the first time Dick would have multiple nightmares in a row 
especially if the first was an especially bad one. Dick shivered 
slightly and Jason reached to pull the blanket over him. Jason smiled 
down at the teen as he snuggled further into his shoulder. 



"He's almost childlike when he sleeps. It's like all his barriers 
have come down." Jason commented as he watched his brother sleep. 
Alfred nodded. 

"Yes except for the nightmares he's a care free sleeper." Alfred 
commented with a stifled yawn. Jason noticed it anyway. 

"Why don't you go ahead and go back to sleep Alfred. I can stay with 
him till morning." Jason said knowing the man was going to need as 
much sleep as he could get. Alfred sighed before nodding. 

"Well I'm not sure about sleep but I think I might get a late night 
snack from the kitchen, would you like anything?" Alfred asked the 
teen. Jason shook his head. 

"Nah I'm good. Once I'm sure he's ok I'll go and grab my text book 
and just read it while I sit with him." Jason answered. Alfred nodded 
before bidding him good night and heading towards the kitchen. 

Jason sighed before looking down at the sleeping teen that, at that 
moment, had a death grip on his shoulder. No way he was going 
anywhere soon even if he wanted to. Jason sighed, for what felt like 
the hundredth time that night, before he leaned his head back against 
the head board. Thankful that he wasn't in an uncomfortable position 
Jason closed his eyes as he continued to rock his sleeping 
brother . 

He hadn't known he had fallen asleep till he felt someone shaking his 
shoulder gently and whispering his name. Cracking his tired eyes open 
he saw a blurry image before it cleared to show a worried Bruce Wayne 
standing before him. 

"Bruce?" Jason said a little slurred as he struggled to wake back up. 
Bruce's smiled tiredly before indicating to something leaning against 
him . 

"Bad night?" Bruce said worriedly. Jason tired mind was confused 
until he looked down and the sight of Dick still curled into his 
shoulder caused the memories of the night to come flooding back to 
him. Jason nodded grimly. 

"What time is it?" Jason asked a little tiredly. Bruce indicated 
towards the clock which read 6:00am. 

"Almost dawn. The girls and I just got back about 20mins ago. Found 
Alfred asleep over the remnants of his sandwich. He filled me in on 
what happened. He said it was a particularly bad one." Bruce informed 
the teen worriedly. Jason again nodded. He figured Alfred had gone 
back to bed. Apparently he never made it that far. 

"How was Steph's on the job training?" Jason asked. Bruce 
chuckled . 

"Well it could have been worse." Bruce smirked at Jason's questioning 
gaze. "She tackled a large cat thinking it was a burglar. Though to 
be fair the shadow it cast on the wall did look like a burglar." 

Bruce said trying not to laugh. Jason chuckled trying not to laugh 
and wake Dick. It was amusing to see Bruce laugh about a mistake. 

When he was Batman he was harsher and more authoritative. Then when 



the cowl comes off it's like a second personality. Bruce was kind but 
still stern. One thing was for sure he was a protector no matter what 
personality was showing through. 

Dick stirred in his sleep causing Jason to return to his earlier 
rocking till the teen had calmed again. Jason sighed before turning 
back to Bruce's concerned look. 

"He's been like that off and on all night. As soon as I try to leave 
it's like the nightmares know he's alone again and he gets restless." 
Jason said worriedly. Bruce nodded knowing what he meant. 

"I really don't know what we can do for him anymore than what we 
already do. None of the doctors I've taken him to over the years 
could help. I thought Ace would help since he is a trained PTSD Dog; 
but not even he's been any help in slowing them down. The only option 
the doctors have given us that we haven't tried is medication and 
Dick and I both detest in doing so." Bruce said with a scowl before 
continuing. "Though if this keeps up at this pace I may have no other 
choice. Nothing else is working and his grades are slipping because 
of it. It's almost to the point that I may have to keep him home more 
from patrol just so he can get some sleep. I'd hate to do so though 
since he loves being out there and helping people and on top of that 
it exhausts him enough to help him sleep soundly. But I'm out of 
ideas. I can't see him continue to suffer." Bruce said exasperated 
and worried and frustrated all at the same time. Jason nodded in 
agreement. He felt the same way. Something had to be done. 

"I wish he would just tell us what's going on in that bird-brain of 
his. Maybe if he told us what's so frightening about what he's seeing 
we could help him overcome it." Jason said a little frustrated 
himself. He ceased his rocking without even noticing as he talked 
causing Dick to stir once again. Seeing the boys beginning distress 
Bruce sat on the edge of the bed and began to rub the teens back in 
soothing circles. Dick calmed instantly bringing a small smile to 
Jason's face. 

"I don't know why that seems to work, but every time he stirs and 
begins to fall into a nightmare, just a little human contact seems to 
sooth him right back into sleep. You'd think I was rocking a kid 
Damian's age instead of a teen almost my age." Jason said with a 
strained chuckle. Bruce shook his head and shrugged. 

"Beats me; he's always been that way. When he was younger and would 
fall asleep on the couch, while watching TV, all Alfred or I had to 
do was rub his back and he would calm instantly. Never could figure 
out why, might be something his mother or father did when he was 
little and all this started." Bruce answered. In truth he had always 
wondered why Dick responded that way in his sleep. In any case it was 
nice to know when he was in the throes of a milder nightmare, all 
they had to do was rub his back or hold him and he would calm. 

It was almost like Dick de-aged when he slept. Like he was still that 
little 8 year old that Bruce took in all those years ago and not the 
independent teenager he actually was. It made him wonder if he didn't 
seem himself as a younger version of himself in his dreams. Maybe 
that was why he was so frightened. He saw them the way a small child 
sees the boogieman. He really wished the teen would tell him what was 
wrong . 



Bruce looked at the clock once again before standing. Jason followed 
his movements with his eyes as he started to rock his sleeping 
brother once again. 

"I guess it's a good thing that today is Saturday and you guys don't 
have any school. If he finally calms down enough try to slip out and 
get some sleep. If he continues to be restless try to get him to grab 
hold of Ace instead of your shoulder. Sometimes that works." Bruce 
advised Jason before he headed for bed himself. He wasn't needed in 
the office that day so he was going to use his day to catch up on 
some sleep and then maybe hang out with his kids. 

Jason watched Bruce leave before he returned his attention to the 
teen still curled up into his lap and shoulder. He then looked down 
at the floor where Ace sat watching him. 

"Up Ace." Jason commanded. Ace instantly reacted to the command and 
was up on the bed. He came over to Jason and Dick and nudged Dicks 
shoulder lightly with his nose. Jason chuckled at the dogs antics. 
"Lay down." Ace reacted to the command by laying down right beside 
Dick. Carefully Jason detached Dick from his shoulder and laid him 
beside Ace. Dick squirmed a bit till Ace acting on his training 
nudged Dicks shoulder getting the boy to latch on around the dog's 
shoulders. This gave Jason just enough room to be able to scoot loose 
of Dick completely and to scramble out of the bed. 

Turning back towards the bed, Jason could see that Dick had both arms 
around the dog while Ace had turned onto his side so that he was 
comfortable and so Dick could curl closer to him. Jason smiled and 
wished he had a camera. Quietly Jason left the room and headed back 
to his to hopefully get some more sleep. 

Dick woke a few hours later with little memory of what had transpired 
that night. That wasn't anything out of the ordinary as he often 
couldn't remember what happened between nightmares and waking up. All 
he could remember was someone telling him everything would be alright 
and feeling safe. Other than that he was clueless. Opening his eyes 
he found himself with a face full of fur. Too tired to really care; 
Dick pulled his head back only to get a big sloppy wet doggy 
kiss . 

"EWWW Ace EWWW come on now quit that." Dick said while trying not to 
laugh as he was under attack by the large dog's big wet tongue. Ace 
just wagged his tail and ignored the command and continued to lick 
the boy. Dick giggled while he continued to try and push the big dog 
off of him. "Ok Ok I'm up. Good grief you silly mutt. You're such a 
goof." Dick said as he wrapped both arms around the happy dog in a 
hug . 

"Last I checked Ace was a purebred not a mutt. Though I will have to 
agree with you on that he is a big goof." Dick looked up to see Bruce 
in the door way with a try in his hands. "Thought you might be hungry 
so I brought you up some lunch." Dick raised an eyebrow at that. 

Since when did Bruce bring food up to them? Then it hit him. Another 
nightmare. Bruce always brought up lunch to him if he had a 
particularly bad night. 

Dick laid his head on Ace's shoulder as he gave the dog another 
hug . 



"How bad was it this time?" Dick asked sullenly. Bruce sighed as he 
laid the tray on the bed side table. He then sat down on the edge of 
the bed. 

"I'm not really sure; Jason was the one that came in. From what I 
could tell from him it was pretty bad." Bruce said quietly. Dick 
pushed his face deeper into the dog's fur, not wanting to look up at 
his guardian and father figure. He was embarrassed and ashamed that 
he couldn't handle a nightmare without having someone else there with 
him . 

Bruce noticed the boy's distress and pulled him away from the dog to 
pull him into a tight hug. Dick stiffened at first before accepting 
the comfort that was being given. He felt like he was 8 years old 
again and Bruce was there to let him know he wasn't all alone. 

"It's ok to be scared and need help Dick; that's what families for" 
Bruce told his adopted son. Dick couldn't help it. It was like that 
was all he needed to hear before he totally broke down and jut sobbed 
as he clung to his mentor and father figure. 

Bruce allowed the teen to cry. He knew he was in pain and that 
sometimes crying was the best way to express what you felt. So he let 
Dick sob as held him tight and whispered comforting nonsense over and 
over . 

They would get through this. It was taking a long time. But they 
would get thought his. It would just take one step at a time. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 

><p>Sorry this is so long. I had so much to say and didn't really 
want to split it into another chapter with this suppose to be a 
dabbler lol<p> 


3. Chapter 3-Crazy Ace & The TV Room Tussle 
**Hey there heartbreakernin ja here,** 

**so remember how 1 said one of the robins was a top notch prankster? 
><strong> 

**well this is the one shot that was born from that random plot bunny 
that 1 had unconsciously unleashed. ** 

**yeah so this came out of no where but 1 absolutely love 
it . ** 

**hope you enjoy this crazy oneshot** 

**see ya in the next chapter** 

**heartbreakernin ja** 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>No one was aware of what was about to befall them. He had planned 
every detail out perfectly. Every detail had been looked at. 



dissected, and reassembled till they were all ironed out to smooth 
perfection. There was no room for any error. There couldn't possibly 
be a mistake to be made as he had looked over every possible outcome 
to his plan. Repercussions on the other handa€ 1 .well let's just say 
he could live with those. <p> 

Up in the rafters, on a support beam of the living room, he looked 
down at his unsuspecting victims. Both were unaware of what was being 
planned for them at that very moment. His "slightly" willing 
accomplice was waiting in the wings for the signal to begin the 
attack. All that was left was the perfect timing. As soon as the 
adults had left the room it was on. 

5 minutes later his time had come. Both resident adults had left the 
room and where nowhere in yelling distance. It was time to make his 
move . 

First the Dog whistles to call his "slightly" willing accomplice to 
attention. Ace the families guard dog was lying by the patio doors 
with his head on his paws; right where he wanted him. He brought the 
dog whistle to his smirking lips and gave a long blow. The effect was 
immediate. Ace was up on his feet in seconds looking for who had made 
the call. The other occupants in the room looked up at the dog with 
confusion. Looking around they didn't see anything wrong and went 
back to what they had been doing before; shrugging off as Ace 
overreacting to something. Up in the rafters their soon to be 
terrorizer grinned with unrestrained glee. 

Again he brought the dog whistle to his lips; this time giving two 
short blows before one long one. Ace again reacted immediately. 

Giving a great bound he tore through the living room like a streak of 
lightning. This surprised the two "victims" enough for them to yelp 
as again Ace came tearing through the living room at break neck speed 
before turning to jump right over the couch. Before either could 
react the guard dog came back though the living room only to stop 
dead in his tracks and flop back down as if nothing had just 
occurred. The two "victims" sat there just blinking; not totally 
comprehending what had happened. 

Before either could comment on it though Ace again was to his feet. 

He then began to chase his tail as fast as he could go before 
stopping, turning and chasing it in the opposite direction. Then 
without warning he stopped and sat down. To say the least the 
occupants in the room were dumbfounded. They couldn't make heads or 
tails of what was going on with Ace. On Ace's part he acted like 
everything was normal and nothing strange was going on. Up in the 
rafters though, the third occupant in the room covered his mouth with 
his hand to keep from cracking up. 

He was just about to blow on the dog whistle again when another one 
of his usual victims came through the patio doors in an angry huff 
causing the other occupants in the room to momentarily forget about 
Ace's behavior in favor of the visibly steamed broad shouldered 
teen . 

"Urn what's wrong Jason you don't looked happy about something?" The 
oldest of the 3 original occupants of the room asked. Jason gave him 
a pained look before speaking. 


"Someone took my bike and replaced it with a girl's bright pink one. 



Does anyone know how embarrassing it is to be seen riding a girl's 
pink bike home from baseball practice? It was humiliating! And to top 
it off it had a horn that would continue to go off every 10 feet!" 
Jason raged while the others tried not to laugh. 

"Well it could have been worse." The younger of the two original 
victims stated only to get an angry glare from his "older brother" 
that clearly stated that he couldn't believe that. 

"And how, Tim, would you say that it could have been any worse then 
everyone in the school seeing me ride home on a pink bike?" Jason 
remarked snarkly. Before Tim could snap back Ace was again to his 
feet and running in circles around Jason's legs effectively pinning 
him to where he stood. Jason gave a dumbfounded look at the dog 
before looking at the other teen in the room. 

"Dick what is Ace doing?" Jason asked. Dick shrugged helplessly. 

"I haven't the slightest idea; he's been like that for the last 20 
minutes. Sitting down normally one minute then doing something off 
the wall the next. It's like he's possessed." Dick answered with 
another helpless shrug. 

"Well where's his dog whistle at that Bruce has been training him 
wa€"" And it was as if a light bulb went off in Jason's mind. "Dick; 
where is Damian at this moment?" Damian froze from his position in 
the rafters. Whoops maybe he shouldn't have done the bike trade on 
the same day as the Crazy Ace plan. 

With the grace and stealth of any self-respecting sidekick/prankster; 
Damian started to slowly move across the support beam and to the 
safety of the shadows. Unfortunately for Damian, Jason just happened 
to think to look up. Damian froze before smiling evilly. Before 
anyone could stop him he blew through the dog whistle one more. Ace 
froze from his circling around Jason before barreling through him and 
then bounding over top of Tim, knocking them both to the floor with a 
thud. Damian used the momentary distraction to make his get way. He 
didn't get far before a hand grasped around his ankle pulling him 
down into a pair of strong skinny arms. He had forgotten about 
Dick . 

Dick dragged the surprised Damian down from the rafters, but in the 
struggle he ended up on the floor between Jason and Tim who were 
still on the floor now staring daggers at Damian. Dick had only a few 
seconds to think "Oh snap", before he had had to stick a foot in the 
air to keep a lunging Jason from tackling a squirming Damian; while 
balancing on the other knee. Unfortunately in his attempt to keep 
Jason from killing Damian he ended up putting himself and Damian 
slightly over Tim. Somehow during this, Tim now had a hold of 
Damian's hair to push him back to keep Damian from smashing Tim with 
a lamp. Dick didn't even know how that came about. Right then he was 
too busy trying to keep Jason from getting any closer into getting a 
hold of Damian. 

Tying to get more ground Jason grabbed a hold of Dick's shirt. By 
this time Dick had almost had enough. But even then Dick tried to be 
the peace keeper as usualaC 1 .Well somewhat anyways. 

"Jason! Come on let go of my shirt!" 



"Like Heck I'm letting go! The Kid stole my Bike Grayson! Get him 
Tim! " 

"Jason he's Just a kid! Tim lets act our age for oncea€"" 

"Say that to my face again Tim!" 

"What afraid I'm right Damian and Bruce just lets you hang around out 
of some parental obligation?" 

"Really Tim? ENOUGH!" 

"He's a dead kid, that's what he is! And Stop touching my shirt with 
your dirty boot Dick!" 

"Uh not until you back off! Tim! Damian! Come on stop trying to kill 
each other ! " 

"Is that so Tim? Then why does Grayson prefer to be around me and not 
you? " 

"You brat! That's it you are so dead Damian!" 

"Damian you are not helping your situation! Tim he's just trying to 
get a rise out of you calm down! Jason would you let go of my shirt! 
If you rip it so help me I'lla€"" 

"You'll what? Go cry to Bruce or Barbara?" 

"Jason seriously quit it! Is this really necessary over a bike! It's 
probably hidden somewhere in the garage ! " 

"It is necessary! The kid needs to be taught a lesson! Now 
MOVE ! " 


Dick growled, completely frustrated and fed up with his three 
brothers. Yes Damian pulled a prank. But it was pretty harmless and 
he was just a kid. Should he say he's sorry? Yes that does not entail 
getting beaten up by his two older brothers. 

The four brothers continued to wrestle on the floor with neither side 
getting any leverage over the other. This is the way Stephanie found 
them. She stood there in shock for a few moments trying to figure out 
exactly how this got started. After a gathering a few shreds of the 
words being growled at each other she got the gist. 

Rolling her eyes she walked out of the room, grumbling about boys and 
their stupid issues, as she went to find Bruce so he could separate 
them . 

She was though immensely glad that this occurred in the living room 
and not the Bat Cave with all the weapons lying around. The boys 
wouldn't intentionally harm each other but they weren't above 
"accidently" maiming each other. 

Rolling her eyes again she sighed helplessly as she went off in 
search of the one person in the house that could get the boys to 
straighten out real quick. 


Of course that didn't mean it would end quietly. 



"Jason you're going to rip my shirt! Tim let go of Damian's hair! 
Damian let go of the lamp! Really isn't that a little 
unnecessary ! " 

"It's completely necessary!" Came the cry that followed Stephanie 
down the hall. 

Yep. Bruce was gonna love this. 


4. Chapter 4- A Hero to the Superheros 
**Hey there heartbreakernin ja here.** 

**as you all know a great man passed from our lives. A man who's 
laughter and personality has been a shining light in the tv and movie 
world. Robin Williams may have been and ordinary man with out a cape 
nor a cowl, and yet he was a superhero in his own right. This chapter 
is dedicated to the Robin Wiliams may he Rest in Piece, "until next 
time, Nanu Nanu."** 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Damian walked down the halls of the Wayne manor with a confused 
look on his face. His family was nowhere to be seen. He had checked 
the Bat Cave along with all the bedrooms. He even checked Bruce's 
office and the garage. Yet he hadn't been able to find one member of 

the Wayne household. Not even Alfred seemed to be anywhere nearby. He 

had one last room to check before he gave up and just went on patrol 

and hoped that he would located them that way.<p> 

He had just come down the stairs when he heard voices from the living 
room. Coming around the corner he found the whole Wayne household 
including Alfred and even Barbara sprawled around the room looking 
utterly heartbroken as they sat and watched a Disney cartoon. On 
closer inspection Damian saw that it was the Aladdin VHS that Dick 
had owned since he was a kid. But he didn't understand why everyone 
looked so sad. In his opinion the Aladdin movies were pretty funny; 
especially with the goofy Genie. 

"Why do you guys look so down? Shouldn't you be laughing or at least 
smiling?" Damian asked causing the rest of the occupants of the room 
to jump at the unexpected noise. Bruce looked at Dick before Dick 
nodded and stood to come over to where his younger brother was 
standing . 

Dick gave a small smile to his younger brother. Damian was too young 
to understand really what was happening as he had no interest in the 
news outside of Gotham. A great man had died recently. An actor that 
the others in the room had grown up with as a constant source of 
laughter and smiles was now gone from the world. 

Dick walked over to Damian and bent down on his knee so that he was 
at the confused child's level. He would explain what was wrong but he 
wouldn't tell him how. Damian was too young to truly understand what 
suicide meant. The child had seen a lot of horrible things in his 
young life as part of the crime stopping Bat family but that didn't 
mean he wasn't still innocent to many workings of the world. And If 
Dick and the others could help it, hopefully he wouldn't know about 



them for a very long time. 

Dick sighed and closed his eyes before looking back up at the child 
standing before him. 

"Damian do you know who plays the voice for the Genie is?" Dick asked 
quietly. Damian shook his head. 

"He was a very special actor. He's played and voiced many characters 
for many wonderful movies and cartoons." Dick explained to the still 
confused boy. 

"Ok, so he's a great actor. But what does that have to do with you 
all looking sad as you watch one of his movies?" Dick sighed sadly 
again before resting his hands on the small boy's shoulders. 

"Damian the actors name was Robin Williams, and we just found out 
that he has passed away. That is why we are all sad. You see we all 
grew up with having Robin Williams as a constant voice actor for a 
lot of our favorite movies. He's made many people laugh and happy 
just from some of his jokes. So for that to be suddenly gone is very 
saddening. He was a good man with a big heart and now he's gone." 

Dick finished sadly. 

Damian still didn't understand. They didn't know this actor 
personally yet they were all mourning his death. For this perfect 
stranger to affect his family so deeply he must have been an amazing 
person indeed. 

Dick ruffled the younger boys hair before going back to sit down. 
Damian watched from the door way for a few minutes before he too went 
and sat in the living room. Like he would usually, he squeezed his 
way in between Dick and Bruce on the couch, leaning over onto Dicks 
shoulder. Damian would see for himself why his actor. This Robin 
Williams, got such a sobering response from his family by his 
passing . 

When the movie was over they put in another Robin Williams film. 
Flubber, which was one of Stephanie's favorites. Alfred even brought 
down his entire collection of Mork and Mindy DVD episodes. By the end 
of the night Damian was still a little confused at his family's 
response but at least now he could understand the impact one persons 
passing could have on another. It amazed him how one person's life 
could touch the lives of so many people that he didn't even know. It 
truly was remarkable the impact one has on the world. It was a 
sobering reminder that even a stranger's death can affect those 
around them. Even those that they would never know. 

To the rest of the bat family it meant even more; for they knew how 
he died. Suicide didn't hurt the one who died; it hurt those that 
were left behind. Even the perfect strangers on the other side of the 
screen. They were saddened and hurt that such a wonderful person was 
gone from the world when he had so much to still live for. They would 
miss the laughter he caused and the smiles he brought. He was a 
superhero in his own right. And to the superheroes he would be 
honored and miss greatly. A Hero to the superheros. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>a thought just came to me that allot of you probably dont 



know what "Nanu Nanu" is. Robin Williams did a tv series called 
<span>Mork and Mindy<span> about around the same time happy days and 
the brady bunch were going on. its a funny series about an alien who 
comes to earth to learn about earth, its and awesome 
series . * * 

**anyways "Nanu Nanu" is what Morks planets people would say in 
greetings and as a farewell.** 


5. Chapter 5- Terrors of the Knight Part 2 
**Hi guys heartbreakernin ja here,** 

**Sorry its been so long. Life got in the way. With my new'ish job, 
college and life in general; I just haven't had time to read let 
alone write. But I had some time at work so, though it took me 3 
days, I wrote this up. Even got it edited on the 4th day. Though 
there may still be some slight grammatical mistakes but I couldn't 
really help that so eh.** 

**Anyway based on popular demand; and boy do I mean popular. I've 
done a second installment of Terrors of the Knight. [For lack there 
of for a name to call it by] This kind of grew a life of its own. I 
originally didn't know what Dick's nightmares were about. Nor did I 
know what caused them, weird huh? I'm writing it but I haven't the 
slightest clue on how it came to be. Well the very beginning origins 
are still a bit sketchy but the basic whats going on question has 
been somewhat answered in this chapter. As well as a semi time line. 
I've added key elements so that you have a sort of idea exactly what 
time frame this is occurring in. If you've watched young justice and 
the justice league you might get a general idea where exactly we're 
at . ** 

**Anyway, Here's the next installment hope you enjoy! :D** 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>He was five years old and he felt free and happy. His father was 
hanging upside down from the trapeze while holding onto his legs as 
he swung him way up high. He had no fear of falling as he knew that 
his father would never let that happen. He let out a round of giggles 
as they continued to swing. Soon his mother came into view; swinging 
on the opposite side on another set of trapeze. She also hung upside 
down with her arms stretched out wide. She had a warm smile as she 
continued to swing back and forth till they were almost close enough 
to touch. His father looked down at his son.<p> 

"Are you ready to fly son?" His father asked as he gave a squeal of 
happy consent. "OK then here comes mommy" He looked away from his 
father to see his mother swinging towards them with her arms 
stretched out to him. He reached out with all his might. They just 
missed each other the first time but this did not deter them. On the 
second try he was able to grasp her hands with his. He felt a 
momentary tug as he was held by both his parents, before his father 
quickly let him go and he was flying away while his mother grasped 
his wrists tightly. He let out a screech of pure joy as the tent that 
they were in sailed by him in a whirl of colors. 


He looked up from his sightseeing to smile at his father only to not 



find him swinging from the trapeze bar any longer. The bar swung 
limply towards him but his father was nowhere to be seen. Looking 
down he did not see his father sitting in the net, nor was he on the 
ladder leading to the ground. He looked up to question his mother 
only to find that she was gone as well. In her place was a dark 
shadow with one glowing red leering dangerously down at him. The 
shadow had him by the hands, digging his large long claws into the 
skin of his wrists. He gave out a cry of terror and pain as he tried 
to twist out of the shadows claws; drawing blood from where the 
creature had his wrists. 

The monster looked down at the him clutched in its claws and smiled 
evilly, showing off a set of gleaming sharp teeth, as he cackled in 
an echoic voice. He trembled as tears of terror filled his eyes. 

Where was his mommy? Where was his daddy? 

As if to answer his thoughts, the shadow creature leaned down to 
whisper, in a raspy voice, in his ear. 

"It's just you and me Dick; no one else. Just as it should be." The 
voice rasped. Dick recognized the voice but he didn't know who it 
belonged to. It was there, in the back of his mind but just out of 
reach . 

Dick struggled to get out of the monsters grip but it wouldn't let 
go. The monster laughed at the child's struggles before lifting him 
up to him. This only made Dick struggle all the more. Laughing again 
the monster let go of Dick and laughed as the boy screamed as he 
fell. He hit the net with a bounce. Shaken Dick laid there stunned 
for a few seconds before the shadow creature's laugh snapped him out 
of his stupor. As fast as his five year old limps would take him, 

Dick scrambled for the edge of the net. He didn't know where but he 
had to get away from the monster still swinging above him. 

Coming to the edge of the net Dick pulled himself over the edge 
before dropping to the floor. He stumbled a bit, still a bit wobbly, 
before taking off for what he hope was an exit. He had to find his 
parents or his siblings. He knew that if he could find them then the 
shadow creature couldn't touch him. He didn't know why he knew this 
he just knew that he had to get to them because only then would he be 
safe . 

Breathing hard Dick continued to run through the tent. He could still 
hear the creature's raspy laugh behind him as he ran. 

"Your mine Dick; and there's no way to escape the truth. You belong 
to me." The creature continued to rasp out behind him. Dick dared not 
to look back. He knew the monster was behind him. If he looked back 
he would be caught. He didn't know why the monster wanted him. He 
only knew that if he stopped running or didn't find his family then 
the monster would take him away and he'd never be able to escape. 

This thought alone made him run faster. The creature continued to 
laugh at him. 

"You can't escape Dick. No matter where you go I will find 
you . " 

Dick shook his head in denial as he put his hands over his ears to 
try and block out the horrible raspy voice. Looking around himself 
frantically Dick, to his relief, finally found the opening to the 



tent. He almost sagged with relief. Running faster Dick made a Bee 
line for the opening. The monster continued to cackle behind him. He 
could see light streaming through the opening along with the whisper 
of other voices. Dick was unable to discern what they were saying as 
they sounded muffled. As if he was hearing them through water. Dick 
paid it no mind. All he wanted right then was to get out of that tent 
and away from the cackling monster behind him. 

"You don't want to go out there Dick. You won't like it." The shadow 
creature warned mockingly. Dick ignored him. He knew he didn't know 
how he knew but he knew that if he got through the tent opening that 
he would see his family. 

Finally he was almost to the opening. The monster cackled out another 
warning but Dick ignored him. The light was too bright so he couldn't 
see out of the door way. He covered his eyes to keep from being 
blinded as he stepped though the opening. Blinking back the spots in 
front of his eyes from the strong light he found himself back inside 
a tent. Only this time he was looking up at his parents swinging on 
the trapeze. There was a huge crowd cheering them on as they went 
through their routine. 

Dick stare back behind him in confusion. Hadn't he just left a tent? 
How could he be back inside; and where did all these people come 
from? It was then that he looked down at himself. He wasn't five 
anymore he was eight years old and he knew where he was; he knew what 
was about to happen. Dick let out a panicked cry as he started 
running towards the center of the ring. He had to stop them. It was 
their no net act. There was nothing below them to catch them. The act 
was rigged. They were going to fall. They were going to die and leave 
him behind. 

Dick kept running. He had to reach them in time. He couldn't let them 
leave him. As he ran he saw Bruce out of the corner of his eye 
sitting in the stands. The momentary distraction made him stumble and 
fall to his knees. Getting back up he found that he was no longer on 
the ground looking up. He was now on the board attached to the ladder 
looking down. He didn't know how he had gotten there. 

A snapping sound and then a scream snapped him out of his confusion. 
Looking up he watched with horror as his parents and older siblings 
fell to their deaths. The wire holding the trapeze had come unhooked 
and had sent his family plummeting to their deaths. He heard someone 
screaming. It took him a moment to realize that it was him. Dick fell 
to his knees. His body no longer able to keep him standing. He looked 
up to find that he was again back on the ground in front of a puddle 
of red. He shook his head in denial as he eyes met with his family's 
glassy, empty, terror filled ones. He couldn't turn away. It was as 
if he was held in place by some strange force. 

Dicks breathing increased to the point of hyperventilation. He shook 
his head jerkily trying to deny what he was seeing. He felt something 
wet run over his palms that were touching the ground. Looking down he 
saw a stream of red running into him. Panicking Dick scrambled back 
till he hit the stands. Looking around he saw that the crowds were 
gone. The tent was empty except for him and the broken forms of his 
family . 


Tears filled Dick's eyes as he continued to Hyperventilate. He was 
alone. He was all alone. 



"I told you, you wouldn't like it. You just had to run in here 
anyways." Dick jumped up in panic turning around to see the shadow 
creature grinning behind him. The monster stared at Dick with his one 
red eye with a look of mocking sympathy. Dick trembled in fear under 
the monsters gaze. He was all alone. There was no one there that 
could protect him from the monster now. His family was gone. There 
was no one left to keep the monster away. 

"It's time to come with me Dick. There's no one left here to protect 
you. I'm all you have left." The monster said with a grin filled with 
his sharp teeth. His one red eye boreing into him as if trying to see 
into his soul. Dick shakily stepped back as he shook his head. Terror 
filled his eyes. He kept stepping back until he slid in the blood on 
the ground. He almost lost his footing but managed to stay on his 
feet . 

"No-no I'm not; I-I d-don't want to. St-stay way!" Dick yelled out as 
he ran from the monster. The monster reached out with its claws; just 
missing him by mere inches as he backpedaled away from the shadow 
creature. Turning he ran for the other side of the tent. 

Dick looked around himself frantically. He had seen Bruce in the 
stands. He had to find Bruce. Bruce would protect him. He wouldn't 
let the monster take Dick away. Bruce wouldn't let that happen. Dick 
continued to look around fearfully as he tried to find his friend and 
adopted father. Bruce would stop anyone from taking Dick from 
him . 

Dick could hear the monster behind him following him as he continued 
to search for a way out and for his guardian. Both of which seemed to 
be eluding him at that moment. Suddenly an opening was before him and 
Dick ran for it knowing he needed to find Bruce and he needed to get 
out of there. He could feel the monster breathing down his neck as he 
tried to run faster. It seemed like he would never reach the opening. 
He knew Bruce had to be on the other side. He could already hear Ace 
barking at him to hurry. 

"There is no escape from me boy." The monster said right in his ear 
before grabbing him by the shoulder. Dick screamed as he tried to 
struggle out the monsters tight grip as it pulled him to him. Dick 
struggled as he tried to escape the Shadow monsters grip. The exit 
was only a few short feet away he just needed to get away. Terror and 
hysteria took over as he fought the monster trying to break 
free . 

The monster laughed at his struggles as he reached a hand down at 
Dick's terror stricken face. Dick let out a scream as the clawed hand 
fell over his vision. 

Bruce was up like a rocket as soon as Dick's screams reached his 
ears. He stumbled a moment before he was able to make it to the door. 
He could here Ace's frantic barking from Dick's room as he closed his 
hand around the door handle. He wrenched the door open causing it to 
bounce off the wall. He paid it no heed though as he continued into 
the hall. Jason was already out in the hall heading towards Dick's 
room . 


"I got this; go get Tim and Damian back into bed; then bring up a 
bottle of water from the kitchen." Bruce said as he continued across 



to Dick's slightly opened door. Jason nodded turning away with slight 
hesitation before jogging up the hall towards the younger to boy's 
rooms. Both boys had already stuck their heads out trying to see what 
was wrong. Even Stephanie, who was usually a deep sleeper, had 
stepped out of her room. Bruce couldn't worry about that now. Pushing 
the door open he could see Ace barking a little ways away from the 
bed where Dick was screaming and thrashing around wildly. Bruce could 
see where he had already knocked over half his bedside table's 
contents. This was probably why Ace had backed up a little 
ways . 

Moving quickly, Bruce got on to the bed carefully while trying not to 
get slugged by the thrashing teen. Bruce first tried to grab Dick's 
hands to try and stop his movements but couldn't get a good hold with 
the thrashing the teen continued to do. Giving up on that idea, Bruce 
switched to scooping the teen up against him before securing his arms 
in a bear hug. Unfortunately this caused Dick to panic in his sleep. 
His thrashing and screaming became more frantic as he tried to escape 
the hold Bruce had on him. 

"Dick! Dick come on you got to wake up. Wake up Dick! It's only a 
dream; you have to wake up!" Bruce said still struggling to hold down 
the thrashing teen. Jason arrived with the bottle of water which he 
placed on the night stand before helping Bruce secure Dick's legs. 
Jason sat on the teen's legs before gently smacking the unconscious 
boy on the side of the cheek in an effort to wake him. 

"Come on Dickey-Bird you got to wake up. Grayson can you hear me? 

It's ok, everything's ok you just have to wake up." Jason said as he 
continued to smack the smaller teen's cheek. 

Dick continued to struggle against them but stopped screaming only to 
suck in a gasping breath and hold it. This scared both Bruce and 
Jason who both began to panic themselves. 

"Dick! " 

"Dick! Dick wake up! Dick you need to breathe! Dick! Dick! Dick you 
do not want me to perform mouth to mouth! DICK!" Jason said franticly 
as he slapped the teen's cheek harder than he meant. It had the 
desired effect either way. 

Dick's eyes shot open, looking around wildly, as he became ridged 
before letting out the breath he had been holding only to harshly 
suck in more air before he slumped back into Bruce's hold. The teen 
was shaking uncontrollably as he began to sob. Bruce pulled the 
distraught teen to him as Jason got off his legs. 

"Shhh, its ok I've got you. It's ok, it was just a dream. It's over." 
Bruce said as he held and rocked the teen trying to calm him down. 
Jason reached out to put a reassuring hand on his shoulder only for 
the teen to stiffen before he realized who it was. This only seemed 
to cause him to cry harder. 

"Don't let him get me, don't let him get me please." Dick sobbed out 
as he curled tighter into Bruce's hold. Jason and Bruce shared a 
startled and confused look. Dick usually never remembered or said 
anything about his nightmares. Jason tired to help sooth his adopted 
brother by rubbing his back but Dick only flinched from the contact. 
This worried both Jason and Bruce since usually any kind of soothing 



contact would help him calm down. 


"Dick, who was trying to get you?" Jason asked carefully. Dick shook 
his head before continuing to sob out for them to not let whoever it 
was from getting him. Jason sat back still confused but didn't try to 
touch the teen again. Ace whined before jumping up on the bed and 
crawling up to put his head on Dicks lap. At first the teen stiffened 
like before then he looked down to see that it was Ace. Hesitantly he 
reached his hand out to lay it on Ace's head. Ace in turned nuzzled 
into it before licking Dicks exposed arm. This got Ace a choked 
giggle admits Dicks now calming sobs. Dick continued to pet the 
faithful dog until his sobs became nothing more than hiccups and 
sniffles as his eyes began to droop with exhaustion. Bruce didn't 
want to but he hoped he could get some answers before Dick fell back 
to sleep. 

"Dick? Can you tell me who was after you?" Bruce asked carefully; 
shaking Dicks shoulders slightly in attempts to keep the teen awake 
long enough to gather some information. Hopefully they could figure 
out what was causing the nightmares. Dick shook his head. 

"Don't want him to get me." Dick said a little slurred with 
fatigue . 

"Don't worry we won't let that happen. Can you tell me who it is so 
we can keep that from happening?" Bruce asked trying to coax the 
answer from the tired teen. Again Dick shook his head this time 
trembling fearfully. Dick mumbled something out but neither of them 
heard what he said. 

"What was that?" Bruce asked. Dick took a deep breath before he 
spoke . 

"The shadow man." Dick whispered out as a tear ran down his already 
wet face. He looked so much younger than he actually was curled up in 
Bruce's lap. All Jason wanted to do was comfort him. He hated to see 
his pseudo brother in so much pain. 

He wished there was some way that he could take away what was ever 
causing these nightmares. Even for a little while; just so his 
brother could get a decent night sleep. Dick had been having these 
nightmares for forever but in the last month they had escalated to 
almost a nightly thing. They were getting worse and worse as the 
month continued on. The loss of sleep was also taking its toll on the 
teen. He was tired most of the day, deep purple bruises could be seen 
under his eyes, and he sometimes walked like a zombie. He was also 
not eating as much as he should. His teachers were also complaining 
of him nodding off in class. Jason was also worried about what this 
was doing to his brother mentally. 

Lately Dick had been jumpy as well as stand-offish. He would not talk 
unless spoken to and even then it was just short answers. Jason also 
knew this was also hard on Dick because Bruce would no longer let him 
go on patrol. And that may have been the biggest heartache of all for 
Dick and Bruce alike. Dick loved flying above the city skyline. He 
loved stopping the bad guys from hurting the innocent people of 
Gotham. He loved working with Bruce and his family as they helped to 
keep Gotham safe. It was almost pure torture when he had to be left 
behind in the Bat cave instead of out there with the rest of his 
family. Jason just didn't know what to do to help. 



Bruce was in a similar situation. He had tried everything over the 
years to try and ease Dick's nightmares but nothing had worked. He 
also couldn't figure out what was causing them to get worse so 
suddenly. Never had they been so bad that they happened every night. 
Before, they would have days if not weeks in between them; now they 
were lucky to have a day in between. The lack of sleep was also 
affecting Jason and Bruce as well as they were the ones that stayed 
up with him during the nights that he refused to go back to sleep or 
the ones where he had more than one. 

Bruce was really worried. He had always been worried about Dick's 
nightmares but the kid had been through some traumatic experiences in 
his life so it was only natural that there would be some kind of 
repercussions. They had been bad but not bad enough that they would 
affect his life so badly. Only now were they bad enough to affect him 
completely. Bruce just wished he knew what was causing them. Now he 
had a clue as to why; but what did it mean? Who or what was the 
shadow man? What did this shadow man represent that was causing Dick 
so much pain that he was sent screaming into the night? 

Bruce sighed as he looked down at the teen wrapped securely in his 
arms. Dick had fallen back to sleep during his and Jason's musings. 

He looked anything but peaceful if the troubled expression on his 
face was anything to go by. They may be in for another long night. 
Jason sighed causing Bruce to look up. Jason looked up at his 
guardian and pseudo father with a troubled and pained look on his 
face . 

"Isn't there anything we can do or someone we can call to help him?" 
Jason asked quietly so not to wake Dick back up. Bruce shook his head 
with a sigh. That was the question of the year; was there any way 
possible to help ease the nightmares that seemed to torture the small 
teen now asleep in his lap. 

"I don't know. We've gone to every specialist and child physiologist 
this side of the universe and have yet to find someone who has a 
feasible way of helping him without drugging him. And at this point I 
don't even think that would help." Bruce answered just as 
quietly . 

"Why do you say that?" 

"Remember that night Dick fell asleep in the middle of 
dinner? " 

"Yeah, scared us all half to death." 

"Alfred slipped 2 crushed sleeping pills into his mashed potatoes. We 
were hoping that it would knock him out slowly and help him sleep 
longer. We hadn't realized he was so tired that it would knock him 
out after only a few bites." 

"Isn't that the night that we barely got him to wake up?" Jason 
asked. Bruce nodded grimly. It hadn't been one of their best plans of 
action but they had to do something. 

Dick was to the point of dead on his feet. Bruce was, at that point, 
willing to try anything. Alfred had suggested the sleeping pills that 
he used when he had a hard time sleeping. They were supposed to be 



slow acting. They had expected them to not kick in till after dinner 
was done but instead Dick had only gotten through half the meal 
before he clonked out. He would have fallen out of his chair if Tim 

and Alfred hadn't caught him in time. That was the last time Bruce 

would ever use sleeping pills on Dick. It had taken them almost an 
hour to wake him up he was under so deep. The entire time he had 
screamed and cried out for it to all stop as he thrashed. No one had 
gotten any sleep that night. 

"Probably wasn't one of our best idea but what else was there to do? 
He hadn't slept a full night in a week and was about close to 

collapsing. If we didn't try something we were worried he would get 

hurt or sick with how exhausted he's been." Bruce concluded. Jason 
nodded in full understanding. They needed to do something or find 
someone that could help. 

It occurred to Jason that maybe they were asking the wrong people. He 
also wondered if Bruce had ever asked anyone from the Justice League 
for advice on the matter. Some of the smartest people alive were 
superheros in the JLA. It couldn't hurt to ask. 

"Hey Bruce, have you ever asked anyone from the JLA for advice on 
this? I mean some of the smartest people around are in the League." 
Jason asked. Bruce actually looked surprised by the idea and in fact 
he was. The idea never crossed his mind. Bruce shook his head. 

"No actually; the thought never crossed my mind to ask any of them. 
Really I wouldn't even know who to start with. Superman wouldn't work 
since he's just a reporter. The flash maybe, he's a lab tech for the 
police. He's a regular goofball so you wouldn't know it but his IQ is 
close to 160. Green Lantern wouldn't be able to help much either 
since he is a retired sniper for the Marines and an architect . He 
might be able to give more information of PTSD but that's about it. 
Wonder Woman is an Amazonian Princess so she probably wouldn't have 
any answers. Aqua man is in the same boat as Wonder Woman. Green 
Arrow is no good either." Bruce listed off at the top of his 
head . 

"What about John?" Jason asked. 

"Umm Jason he's a Martian man hunter. I don't think he would have any 
depth in this situation." Bruce said. 

"Yeah but doesn't he have the ability to get into other people's 
heads and see what's going on up there?" Jason countered. Bruce 
hadn't thought of that. The idea was intriguing but he didn't think 
Dick would like the idea of having someone in his head. John probably 
wouldn't care much as long as he was asked first. The only problem 
would be that there were things that his family knew that he didn't 
like the other members of the league, or anyone for that matter, 
knowing. But if it would help Dick then he would do it. If only to 
find an answer to all this and help find a way to stop them. 

"It's my turn to take up watch at watch tower so I'll bring it up 
then if there's a chance . John usually pops in and out on a regular 
basis along with a few of the other's that you may not be familiar 
with yet. One of which has a genius stuck in his head that he's 
constantly jabbering to." Bruce said. Jason nodded. 


Usually when Bruce went up to watch Tower he took either Jason or 



Dick with him as they were already considered junior member of the 
league. Tim and a few of the other younger sidekicks and partners 
wouldn't be up for junior membership for another year or two; much to 
Tim and Stephanie's excitement. But with Dicks Nightmares going on so 
badly they both would probably be staying home this time. Barbara was 
also considered a junior member so maybe he would take her up with 
him this time. She hadn't been able to go up for a while. 

"When do you leave?" Jason asked with a yawn. 

"In about 3 days. I'll be gone for about a week. So I'm counting on 
you to keep an eye on the others. Alfred can't be everywhere at once 
so you need to make sure Damian and Tim behave. Don't let Damian get 
under your skin because of one of his pranks and make sure Stephanie 
gets her homework done before she heads out on patrol." Jason nodded 
his understanding. He also understood that he was also to keep an eye 
on Dick as well. Dick was old enough to take care of himself but at 
the moment he was in no condition to be left alone for too long. It 
was one of the reasons he was taken off patrol for a while. He almost 
got himself killed when he fell asleep at the wheel of his 
motorcycle. If it wasn't for the fact that Stephanie had been 
partnered with him that night he probably wouldn't be here with 
them . 

Stephanie had had just enough time to radio Batman to override the 
main controls on Dick's motorcycle before he had hit a fastly 
approaching semi truck. That was the night that it was decided that 
Dick would not be going on patrol for a while and would man the bat 
cave computer system. Dick had not been happy but had understood that 
he was in no condition to be roaming the streets at the moment. The 
nightmares had only escalated since then. They had had some very long 
nights . 

He wasn't sure but Jason felt that all the late nights were making 
him paranoid. He could have sworn that when he had come in a few days 
ago, when Bruce had been on patrol with the two younger boys, that 
there had been someone near the window. But it had been storming that 
night and when the lighting had flashed there had been no one there. 
He really hadn't had time to really investigate with Dick's nightmare 
going on and having to get him calmed down. By the end of the night 
he just chalked it up to not enough sleep and a thunderstorm going 
on. He never really did like thunderstorms so it wouldn't surprise 
him if he had seen something that hadn't been there. He hadn't 
mentioned it to Bruce either as he didn't want the man to worry about 
nothing as he usually would. They had bigger problems to deal with at 
that moment than him seeing things during a storm. 

Jason looked up to ask Bruce something only to find that the man had 
leaned back against the head board and had fallen asleep with Dick 
leaned up against him and Ace lying beside him. Jason chuckled before 
crawling over and curling up beside them. He might as well get a few 
more hours of sleep. 


6. Chapter 6- Chaos in the Morning 
**Hey there heartbreakernin ja here,** 

**I come to bring you more family fluffiness with the bat-family! 
yayaya. This one is a happy one [shocked aren't we :)] So no angst 



today. Hope you like this little chapter of how crazy a morning the 
bat-family could have.** 


**see ya in the next chapter,** 
* *heartbreakernin ja* * 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>It was another hectic morning in the Wayne household. Bruce was 
just awakening to the sound of Ace's happy barking and the sound of 
loud boisterous kids. They had had a training-day the day before so 
Barbara had stayed the night. This meant that the house was extra 
loud this morning. Bruce smiled as he heard Dick's laughter above the 
rest of the group. After that one particularly bad night and a few 
semi bad nights the nightmares had slowed once again giving Dick a 
few nights of peace in between. So far they were holding steady for a 
whole 2 weeks of little to no nightmares. It was doing wonders for 
his state of mind. He was happier, more alert, and had a lot more 
energy to burn. Once again he was able to keep up with the two 
younger boys. Bruce and Jason were still waking up to check on him 
periodically throughout the night but so far so good. If this kept up 
he'd be back out on patrol during the few weeks Bruce would be gone 
at Watch Tower. <p> 

Fully dressed, Bruce made his way downstairs to where the epicenter 
of the chaos was located; the kitchen. Ace was following Alfred 
around hoping that the plate of bacon he was holding would hit the 
floor. Stephanie was sitting at the island in the kitchen texting on 
her phone around bites of eggs and sausage. She had a text book in 
front of her as well as a notebook full of her neat tiny print. It 
was written in a short hand that all his kids used for everything. It 
was something Dick came up with if they needed to leave messages for 
each other in case of emergency. Or if there will civilians in the 
area who weren't suppose to know what was going on. Allot of the 
bat's computer encryptions, and JLA computers were written the same 
way. Stephanie found that it had worked great as a shorthand for 
notes. It had been an interesting parent /teacher conference trying to 
explain to her history teacher as to what she was writing. The other 
kids soon followed the example much to their teacher's dismay and 
Bruce ' s amusement . 

Bruce took the plate of bacon and eggs that Alfred handed him 
absentmindedly as he looked over his work notes, while at the same 
time watching the mock argument going on over by the toaster. Dick 
had a grin on his face while holding a pop tart just out of Tim's 
reach. Barbara stood nearby smirking at the two. 

"Come on Dick! That's the last S 'mores pop tart! Give it back." Tim 
wined as he tried to reach for said pop tart. Dick smirked as he 
dangled it just out of the younger boys reach. 

"Oh I don't know about that. I found this poor pop tart all by its 
lonesome in the toaster. And you know what they say about finder's 
keepers." Dick said teasingly. Barbara rolled her eyes with a grin 
before jabbing her finder into Dick's side getting the desired yelp 
of surprise. The surprise jab was enough for Dick to lower his hand 
enough for Tim to snatch his pop tart back and run for the other end 
of the Kitchen. Dick gave a playful glare at the redhead as she 
snickered at him. 



"That was so not fair Babs . I could have had him at that for another 
5 minutes." Dick wined playfully. Barbara just rolled her eyes good 
naturedly as she headed over to the fridge to get out the orange 
juice. Dick grumbled a bit before heading over to the island and 
taking the plate of eggs and sausage that Alfred slid over to 
him . 

Bruce smirked and rolled his eyes but let the antics be without 
rebuke. It was nice to see some life come back into Dick that he 
didn't have the heart to scold him. Besides it was harmless teasing 
between pseudo siblings/teammates. If they didn't tease and get on 
each other's nerves every once and a while he'd think something was 
terribly wrong with them. Looking around as he made his way to his 
seat he noticed he was missing the two trouble makers of their little 
rag tag family. Jason, he assumed was probably still just waking up 
but Damian being missing was worth being worried about. It never bode 
well when that little prankster was MIA even for 5 minutes. Bruce 
looked around for his young son praying that he wasn't up to no good. 
He turned to ask Alfred or Dick if they had seen the youngest member 
of the household only to see Jason wander into the room. He had his 
backpack strapped to his back and his head phone blaring into his 
ears as he headed for the garage door for his bike. Bruce gave a look 
to Alfred as if to say "has he eaten"; Alfred shook his head before 

returning to the stove to finish up with the bacon that he had 

frying. Bruce nodded before grabbing Jason's left headphone off his 
ear instantly stopping the boy who gave a surprised glare in Bruce's 
direction . 

"Uh uh; get some breakfast before you go heading out the door kiddo." 
Bruce said with a stern but affectionate glare. Jason rolled his eyes 
and sighed before grinning. Quickly grabbing the bacon off of 
Stephanie's plate and the toast off of Dick's before chugging down 
Barbara's orange juice, Jason laughed at the yelps of indignation he 
got from the girls. He then rushed out the garage door. Bruce and 

Dick both rolled their eyes before Bruce tossed a piece of toast off 

his own plate to Dick. Dick grinned before continuing to chow down on 
his breakfast. 

It was all relatively quiet for a few moments before all Hell broke 
loose once again. There was a crash and then a roar that sounded 
distinctly like an enraged Jason that made everyone but Alfred jump. 
Suddenly the room was once again in chaos as a blur of green and 
yellow came tearing through the kitchen being chased by a much larger 
blue and red blur. Damian's cackling, that could give the Joker a run 
for his money, was the only indication on whom exactly the smaller 
blur was. Bruce only had a second to sigh and wish he had tried to 
find the younger boy sooner before both blurs came rampaging back 
through the kitchen almost causing his plate to go flying. Only 
Alfred's quick reflexes kept Ace from getting a second 
breakfast . 

"Sorry Sir but Ace has already eaten this morning. Maybe it would be 
better to sit this down." Alfred smirked, well use to the chaos that 
was Damian by now. 

Bruce rolled his eyes as both boys came screaming through the room 
once again now with Ace happily barking as he followed close behind 
in what he seemed to think was a friendly game of chase. Stephanie 
rolled her eyes. 



"Ok I am going to go ahead and head for school. There's no way I'm 
going to be able to finish these notes with this craziness going on." 
Stephanie grumbled as she packed up her textbooks and papers before 
heading towards the garage door. She would have made it too if both 
of the boys hadn't chosen that moment to come tearing through the 
room again. Stephanie was able to sidestep the boys but not all 
2501bs of German shepherd that was tearing his way around the corner 
as well. Dick winced as both dog and girl collided in a heap on the 
floor with a yelp. Stephanie gave a groan as Ace stood up and off of 
her. The large dog giving a great shake of his head before turning to 
sniff Stephanie who glared at the poor dog. 

"You are so not getting a treat when I get back home." Ace just 
cocked his head before licking the girls face getting an indignant 
yelp that soon turned to giggles. "Ok, ok you worthless mutt, get of 
me." Stephanie giggled as she tried to push the massive dog off of 
her. Ace just barked happily before sitting down to pant as he 
watched Damian and then Jason continue their reign of terror through 
the house. 

Bruce, seeing that both Stephanie and Ace were alright, now turned to 
the two trouble making boys. Enough was enough. The boys were going 
to either hurt each other, which was nothing new really, or someone 
else, also not something new, if they didn't quit it. Just as the two 
came through the kitchen for the 6th time Bruce reached out and 
grabbed both boys by the collar of their hoodies. He got a yelp from 
Damian and an indignant grunt from Jason. Damian tried to use his 
momentum to swing out of his father's grasp but that just caused 
Bruce to heft him up around his middle and hold on to him like a foot 
ball. Damian tried to twist out of his father's grasp but Bruce 
wasn't the Batman for nothing. 

"Ok you two that's enough already." Bruce said as sternly as possible 
without laughing himself. Both boys grumbled but ceased their 
struggling while crossing their arms. Bruce rolled his eyes. The two 
were more alike than they would ever admit to anyone. "Now what 
exactly happened?" Bruce said turning to both boys in turn. Both boys 
glared at the ground and refused to say anything. "Ok either one of 
you tell me what happened of both of you will be clean the Bat cave 
for a month as well as washing the Bat mobile." Both boys gapped at 
Bruce before looking at each other. Then they both pointed at each 
other . 

"His fault!" "No its not!" "Yes it is!" Both boys said at the exact 
same time. Bruce tried not to smirk at the boys antics while Barbara 
and Dick tried not to die laughing. Both Damian and Jason stuck their 
tongues out at them then glared at each other. 

"Ok you two real answers or it's clean up duty for a month in the Bat 
cave." Bruce said. Jason grumbled before answering 

"Damian caused me to fall over my bike and lose my breakfast." Jason 
grumbled out. Bruce raised an eyebrow at that before looking over to 
Damian to confirm Jason's statement. Damian grinned. 

"Technically I just popped out and said hi. It's not my fault Jason's 
jumpier than cat woman." Damian said with a roll of his 
eyes . " 



"What ! I am not jumpier than some dang cat ! " 

"Ha! Are too; you jumped so high you would have given a kangaroo a 
run for its money." 

"Say What ! ? " 

"Alright already!" Bruce bellowed out. "Jason grab something else for 
breakfast, Damian sit down and eat some breakfast. And both of you 
quit driving the other crazy. I'm going to be gone for a few weeks 
and I don't want to hear from Alfred that you two come close to 
killing each other!" Both boys looked down and grumbled before doing 
as they were told. Bruce shook his head at them both. Leave it to 
Damian to rile up Jason. And leave it to Jason to let Damian get 
under his skin. Hadn't he not just told Jason almost a week ago not 
to let Damian get under his skin? 

20 minutes later he and Alfred had all the kids under his roof off to 
school. Jason took his bike; Stephanie's squad leader from her 
cheerleading squad came and gave both Stephanie and Barbara a ride to 
school. Tim's and Damian's bus showed up soon after. Dick was the 
last kid to leave but only because he had his license and could take 
his motorcycle and get to school on time. Bruce was the last to leave 
with Alfred pulling the car around for him. Soon they too were off 
towards Wayne Industries. 

Bruce sighed in the back seat of the car with a smile on his face. 
Mornings were chaotic but he wouldn't have it any other way. 


End 
f lie . 



